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accepted the terms, and over 15,000 francs was paid out to a
man with the happy name of Diamond in my own battalion*

I turned out the band in full war paint, and preceded by a
peal of bells it marched through the streets of the town playing
Kenneth Alford's great military marches, and ending in the
square with " La Marseillaise " and the National Anthem.

An enormous crowd of soldiers and civilians thronged the
streets cheering and waving flags, whilst the Maire of the town
presented a bouquet of flowers to the bandmaster and again my
neck was publicly decorated with a garland of chrysanthemums,
which I wore throughout the day.

I was determined that this day should be a memorable one,
so I set my Pioneers to work at a moment's notice ; and at seven
o'clock in the evening, forty twelve-foot poles had been prepared,
carrying torches at their ends. Headed by the band we marched
to the square, where were gathered thousands of men and
civilians from every Division in the neighbourhood. I had taken
possession of the former German Officers' Club, which faced the
square, and had erected a stage thrown out from its lower
windows. In front of this I had built an immense bonfire, and
added to its excitement by filling it with unused rockets and light
signals.

At seven I invited the Maire to light the bonfire. The flames
lit the sky for miles around, while the rockets went off like a
battery of artillery in action. So terrific was the din, that Staff
Officers from several Divisional Headquarters came tearing into
the town by motor car to discover whether we had started the
War over again on our own ; and they were not perfectly re-
assured when they saw hundreds of Verey lights soaring up into
the sky from the middle of an immense fire whose heat was so
terrific that it scorched the fronts of the houses looking down on
the square. When the furnace had subsided to a glowing mass
my concert commenced.

I possess only a clear recollection of the Overture. There
were so many healths to be drunk, so much goodwill to be
expressed, and apparently such an unlimited amount of liquor
in which to do it, though heaven knows where it came from, that
the concert proceeded with glorious hilarity. I sang a duet with
Dean, at least I believe I sang, but it may only have been a
duologue. Its sequel was that I found myself in the arms of a
drummer in the middle of the band below the stage, so that I
imagine that during the delivery of my turn I must have fallen